Berlin: August 1939

I DID NOT SEE Thyssen again until August 1939.
I had come over from the United States directly to Ger-
many, arriving in Berlin from Bremerhaven, I stayed there
until the middle of that fateful month. Then I flew to
Copenhagen. The Danes were nervous, but reasonably
hopeful. They reflected the German view. " The English
will not die for Danzig/' they said.
I flew from Copenhagen to Stockholm. The larger
interests in Sweden were fearful of war at any moment.
They knew Hitler and they respected the British far more
'than did the Danes. They saw the world picture.
In flying back from Sweden, I managed to fly along the
Polish-German border from Poland's port of Gdynia to
Wielen. Fighter and bomber planes were being concen-
trated. They were coming in route formation, each plane
on its own individual flight rather than by squadrons.
Squadrons would be noticeable as they crossed Germany
and would be easy to count. First I saw a half-dozen
bombers scattered in the air, winging from different points
of the compass. Later I saw single combat ships and troop
transports spread out over a great distance, innocent dots
in the hazy sky. The war birds were migrating fast.
On my return to Berlin, I headed west across Germany
by automobile. I drove a German car to the Rhineland
border and then drove two hundred miles down through
the fortifications of Hitler's West Wall. That's how I got
to Baden-Baden on August 23. Germany was ready in the
west. I knew time was running out.
The day before I left on this automobile drive, Thyssen
came to the director's office in one of the great Berlin banks.
I was tihere discussing some figures on the German economy
when Thyssen was announced to the director. He came in
smiling and suave. We met for the first time since Paris.
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